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Stand Alone 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction It also contains scenes of an extremely graphic nature. If easily offended, do not read. 


No malice is/was intended by the author. 


Author: This one off was inspired by the incredibly sexy Jonathan Davis revealing on the UK's version of IRL that 
he and Chester Bennington have recently recorded a version of NNs "Head Like A Hole’, for Korn's covers album, 
due for release next year(/ think) 


As all of you faithful Rockfic readers know, | have a bit of a thing for Nonie and Chazy (see the Hybrid Mirrors’ 
series), so when Jonathan mentioned Korn and Chester Bennington in the same sentence, | couldn't resist writing this 
After Id finshed drooling at the thought of Jonathan and Chester in the same LOOM vin» 


Love, 


Tish 


All was quiet in Jonathan's home recording studio. Everyone else had gone home, leaving Jonathan to potter 
about in there by himself. Dimmu Borgir was blasting out of the speakers, and he'd made himself a glass of 
chocolate Nesquick. 

He was actually enjoying making this covers album, even more so since Chester had agreed to record NIN's 
"Head Like A Hole" with him. He'd thought that Chester would have at least entertained the thought of fooling 


around in the studio with him, but boy, was he wrong. When it came to recording, Chester was a professional, 


taking hours to nail down a vocal track to his liking. 
Jonathan would watch Chester lustfully while he was recording, and wished that he could nail Chester over the 


mixing desk. And there were several occasions when Chester would ask for Jonathan's opinion of a take, and 


Jonathan could only answer with a puzzled "Huh? Oh, yeah, great" This only ended up pissing Chester off. 


So, here he sat, alone. As far as he knew, Chester had gone out with Brad and Munky, and he didn't know when 
he'd be back. This didn't faze him too much, and he planned to spend his free time dicking around with the 
rough mixes of their track. He reached for his glass, and took a large gulp of the chocolate milk 


Time passed in a blur, and Jonathan found himself drifting off into daydreams of Chazy. Suddenly, the silence 
was shattered by a door slamming shut, and Jonathan jumped at the sound. 


"Who's there?" he yelled The reply came back, snapped and angry. 

‘It's mel" 

"Chester? You okay?" 

surprised to see his lover standing there, his face red with fury, and his teeth clenched, lest he said 
something he was going to regret. 

"Just before you explode, babes, can | ask you something?" said Jonathan 

"What?" 


"Has this got anything to do with me?" 


Jonathan smiled. "You don't sound too sure. Wanna phone a friend?" 


Chester glared at his lover. "Not funny. Damnit, | fucking hate homophobes!" 


"Okay, what happened?" asked Jonathan, and patted the swivel chair that was beside his. Chester grabbed at it, 


before hurling himself into the seat, sending the chair skating across the floor. 
"Well, you know that | went out with Brad and James? We ended up going for something to eat, and Brad asked 
conversation, and lecture me about how fucking immoral being fucking homosexual is." 


Jonathan winced. If there was one thing Chazy hated more than bigots, it was people who eavesdropped on his 


conversations. 

"Go on" 

"I told him that | wasn't gay, | was bisexual, and you'd have thought I'd force fed him his own shit. Went on 
about it being Adam and Eve in the bible, not Adam and Steve. Told me that | was going to burn in hell. | was 
all ready to punch the fucker's lights out until Munks pulled me off of him." 

| was going to say ‘poor baby’, but I'd like to keep my front teeth, thank you very much." replied Jonathan, 
who reached over to hold Chester's hand. Chester used Jonathan's hand to pull himself closer to his lover, 
before reaching over, and kissing him passionately. Jonathan was lost for words; Chester usually wasn't 


this......forceful. Not that he didn't like it, however. 


Chester kissed Jonathan so hard that he saw stars, and Jonathan's bottom lip was actually swollen from the 


force behind it. The kiss finally ended, and Jonathan looked at Chester in astonishment. 


"Wow. Are you always like this when you lose your temper?" he asked, gingerly touching his swollen lip. Chester 


grinned back at Jonathan, an evil look in his eyes. 

"Dunno. Want to stick around and find out?" 

In one fluid movement, Chester crossed the space between them both, and pulled Jonathan out of his chair. 
Jonathan wasn't too sure that he liked this new, improved Chester. Usually he was the one telling Chester 
what to do and how to do it. He was the dominant one, Chester his willing sub. Not this time. 

will this time. | promise." 


And with that, Chester put his hands on Jonathan's shoulders, roughly pushing him onto his knees. "Hey! What 
the fuck are you up to, dick?" protested Jonathan, looking up at Chester. 


Chester could have died and gone to heaven there and then. Those eyes were dangerous, and had gotten him 


into trouble on more than one occasion Try telling Jonathan that. As far as he was concerned, there was 


nothing special about them; argue the point with him, and you were told that you were on drugs. 

Chester couldn't resist cracking one of their own private jokes. Jonathan was continuing to gaze upwards at 
him, wondering what the hell Chester was plotting now. 

"Oh, yeah. Ha ha. Very funny. Was there absolutely no way that you could have asked me nicely?" 


"And just how can you ask that question nicely?" retorted Chester. 


Chester laughed. "Just get on with it!" 
It was now Jonathan's turn to grin at his lover. "Someone's impatient. What if | don't?" 


"Don't go there, Davis. | seem to remember that hotel room in Indiana, when you made me scream so loudly, 


the people in the room next door asked to be moved because they couldn't sleep." 
"Yeah, but this studio's soundproofed....." began Jonathan. 


"Which means that I'd like to scream again, thank you very much." retorted Chester, pushing his crotch nearer 
to Jonathan's face. Jonathan grinned again. 


"| love hearing you beg me to suck you off. Amongst other things.’ 

"Fuck you, Davis!" 

Jonathan brought his hands up to slowly unfasten Chester's jeans, knowing that it would drive him mad. 
Chester groaned quietly as his lover's fingernails dragged down his hips as they pushed his boxers towards his 
ankles. Chester shuddered as he managed to get out of his jeans. Jonathan's breath bathed his dick with 
warmth, and Chester shuddered, knowing what was to come. 

Jonathan let out a long, low sigh of desire as he was confronted with Chester's cock. 

My God, he loved this guy. 

In fact, Chester's dick was the only one he loved enough to actually do anything with it. Anyone else and it was 
them that ended up sucking his dick. He reached up, and slowly ran his hand along its length. Chester's legs 


began to tremble in anticipation, and he brought his hands down to run gently through Jonathan's hair. 


There they were again, those two pools of dark chocolate brown staring up at him again. A wave of total lust 


washed over Chester as he met Jonathan's gaze. It was Jonathan who spoke first. 
"Are you ready to scream, Chazy?" 
It was all Chester could do to nod his reply. 


And with that, Jonathan dipped his head down to Chester's dick, and lightly licked its weeping head clean of the 
pre-cum that had gathered there. Chester's eyes rolled back into his head, and he increased his grip on 
Jonathan's hair. This made Jonathan wince in pain, but it only served to turn him on even more. A low growl 


rose from his throat, before his mouth swooped down along Chester's cock. 


Chester saw stars. His head swam, his pulse quickened, and his legs began to shake ever so slightly more 
violently. If he was going to die, then God might as well take him here and now. 


Jonathan's throat muscles relaxed, and Chester's dick slid effortlessly down it. He kept to the same slow, lazy 
rhythm, deep throating Chester each time he took him in further. Jonathan's dick stiffened in his track pants, 
and he was suddenly glad that he'd decided not to wear boxers that morning. It made it so much easier for 
him to slip his hand down and grasp his own throbbing erection. He groaned as his hand wrapped itself around 
his cock, and he was just about to start jacking himself off, when Chester finally regained the power of speech. 


at Chester, his eyes almost black with lust. Just when Chester didn't think he could look any sexier that he 
already did, he had to look upwards. 


Now this was a sight that most of their fans would have killed to see; Jonathan's infamous brown eyes staring 
up at Chester, Chester's dick being surrounded by those lips, and Jonathan growling every time it went further 
down his throat. 


Jonathan looked at Chester questioningly. 


Jonathan smiled around Chester's length, and picked up speed, his hand coming up to take care of what he 
didn't feel like managing. Chester's hips were bucking upwards at a furious pace, and he felt so good that he 
didn't even feel like he was on the same planet anymore. All he knew was that Jonathan's blow jobs were every 


bit as good as he remembered them to be. 


It didn't take long for Jonathan to realise that Chester was about to cum, and cum hard. The first sign was 
that Chester's balls had tightened. The second sign and the dead giveaway was that Chester was slightly more 
vocal than usual. It started as a low, rumbling groan that seemed to come from Chester's toes and worked its 


way up Towards his chest. 


Jonathan's hand sped up, and he sucked hard on the tip of his lover's dick, greedily swallowing the pre-cum 
that had begun to trickle down the underside of Chester. Chester's groan had gotten louder, and had begun its 
escape, working its way up to his throat. 


Finally, Chester came just as hard as Jonathan had expected, shooting his load so powerfully that Jonathan 
almost choked on it as he tried to swallow all of his lover's spunk. He failed, miserably, although Chester was 
too far gone to give a shit. Chester threw his head back and howled, reviving memories of that night in Indiana. 


It was only as Chester ran out of breath that he looked down at Jonathan. He sighed, raggedly, at the sight. 


There was Jonathan, looking up at him, Chester's semen running down his chin, and those fucking beautiful 
brown eyes looking at him, as he tried to mop up what he couldn't swallow. Add to that the hard on that was 
straining to escape from his faithful Pony track pants, and Chester wanted to thank Nonie for the amazing 
blow job. He looked at his lover, before moving towards the mixing desk, and bracing himself against it. Jonathan 


looked at Chester's butt, as it jutted upwards into the air. He smiled 
"And just what is it you want me to do?" 


Chester threw a glance back at Jonathan, before replying; "| want to fuck. Unless you'd actually like to go to 
bed with the hard on from hell?" 


"Like fuck!" said Jonathan, pulling his pants down as he made his way over to the mixing desk. 


This brought forth a grin from Chester. He knew that when given the choice between fucking and doing 
nothing, Jonathan would always choose fucking. He was lucky to have a lover that was of the opinion that there 
was no excuse good enough to get out of fucking. Chester heard Jonathan spitting, obviously trying to lube 
himself up to enter him. 


Even though he'd prepared himself for Jonathan entering him, Chester let out a loud groan as Jonathan sank 
into him. There was nothing that could feel as good as this, thought Chester, as Jonathan began to fuck him. 
And, true to form, Jonathan was as noisy as ever. Even without looking behind him, Chester knew how 


Jonathan looked. 


His head was thrown back, his black hair almost reaching down to his thighs. With every thrust, Jonathan was 
moaning loudly, and slamming harder and harder into Chester. Chester's legs were trembling now, Jonathan's 
cock sliding over his prostate over and over again. Chester's head dropped forward, and slammed against the 
myriad buttons that were spread across the mixing desk Not that he cared. His mind began to wander, images 


of that night in a hotel room in Indiana coming back to him. 


It was only when he heard a loud growl coming from Jonathan that Chester snapped back to the here and now. 
This was one of the biggest turn ons ever when it came to Jonathan. Chester loved hearing the noises that 
Jonathan made when they were screwing. He sounded almost as he did on his records, or on stage, but this 


was all for Chazy, and Chazy loved it. 


Jonathan reached around to wrap his hand around Chester's cock. He was beaten to it by Chester, who by 

now, was frantically jacking off in time with Jonathan's rhythm, and desperate to cum. Jonathan let loose, the 
sounds coming from him sounding almost demonic. With one last thrust, Jonathan finally came, slamming into 
Chester so hard that Chester's body was pushed halfway up onto the mixing desk. Chester wasn't far behind 


Jonathan in cumming, his orgasm exploding all over his hand and the buttons on the mixing desk. 


Both men finally sank to the floor in a sweaty, tangled heap, their clothes hanging off of them. Jonathan's hair 
was stuck to Chester's face, and Chester brushed a stray dread away from his nose. 


"You know something, Nonie?" Chester managed to say. Jonathan could only grunt his reply. 


I'm never gonna look at this studio in the same Way again..." 


